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Final bows, encores, fuck all of that, Bruce thought. The only thing he could think of was to get to the showers 
before someone noticed the huge erection in his tight jeans that was practically strangling his dick. Janick's last 
solo had nearly sent him over the edge and he hadn't been able to ignore it any longer. The way Jan's jeans 
hugged his perfect ass as he climbed the stacks, the snap in his hips as he thrust against his Strat - it was 
almost enough to make Bruce cream his jeans right there on stage. Thankfully, he was able to avoid the usual 
backstage hangers-on and he reached the shower room without anyone being the wiser, having only to stop to 
adjust himself a time or two to enable him to walk more easily. Let the others deal with the lot of them. It 
was with a sigh of profound relief when he pushed open the door only to see with dismay that someone was 
already in there, the sound of water and splashing reaching his ears. 

‘Damn it, Bruce cursed to himself. He'd been hoping for a chance to have a quick wank. Walking along the stalls 
his heart nearly stopped dead when he saw that the other occupant was none other than Janick himself. The 
guitarist didn't hear him enter, the sound of the water being too loud in his ears, and Bruce felt his cock 
literally jerk at the sight of Janick's back, fully nude, as the man shampooed his long blonde hair. He went to 
the furthest shower stall and nearly tore his jeans off, finally able to release his raging hard-on from it's 


confines. 


"This is wrong, this is wrong, this is so wrong' he repeated to himself even as he turned the shower on and 
grasped himself tightly. Jan was his oldest and best friend and granted they had always been very physical 
with one another, but ever since this tour began it had been different. Now whenever they chanced to sit next 
to one another or even brush elbows walking it sent an electric jolt straight to Bruce's groin. He couldn't will it 
away and he couldn't ignore it, but he didn't know what to do about it. He had always been attracted to men as 
well as women, boarding school would do that to you, and he knew from the first time he'd met Jan when they 
were still in their teens that he was attracted to the blonde, but up until now he had been able to fight those 
feelings back, unwilling to jeopardize their friendship. Now that they were together nearly 24 hours a day and 
he had to watch Jan onstage every night Bruce found himself masturbating to mental images of the guitarist 
two or three times a day, especially after a show. 


He allowed the hot water to course over him, his hand still grasping his penis tightly, and when he thought of 
Jan nude only a few feet away he stifled a groan and began to slide his fist slowly up and down his shaft. God, 
but Jan was beautifull Slender hips, long legs, and that perfectly rounded ass! Bruce closed his eyes and 
imagined himself reaching around Jan's naked body and grasping those ass cheeks at he ran his tongue along 
Jan's dick. He envisioned looking up to see Jan's eyes closed, his face a mask of ecstasy as his long hair fell 
across his back, gasping as Bruce's mouth worked up and down him. Bruce couldn't stifle the moan that 
escaped him as he swirled his thumb across the head of his penis, allowing his fantasies to take him over and 
bring him closer and closer to completion 

Something, perhaps a stirring in the warm, moist air or perhaps just a sixth sense, warned Bruce that 
something had changed in the room. Reluctantly he opened his eyes, and found himself looking straight into the 
eyes of his friend. His jaw dropped and his gut clenched, knowing he had been caught red-handed, as it were. To 
say he was embarrassed didn't even half describe it. Jan was still nude, his hair wet and dripping hanging 
halfway down his back, and he didn't say a word. Almost unable to stop himself, Bruce's eyes traveled down his 
friend's body and a strong shock coursed through him to see than Jan, too, was aroused. Bruce realized 
belatedly that he was still grasping his still-hard cock and as he watched he saw Jan's hand slowly traced 
across his own flat, pale stomach to his own erection, stroking it almost Teasingly. 

Bruce swallowed, frozen to the spot. He couldn't find his voice, a situation completely strange for him. Then he 
saw Janick smile. 

"Is there room for one more in there?" 

Bruce could only nod, his grip on his engorged member almost painful as Jan stepped into the stall, brushing 
against him as he did. Jan turned to face him, a mischievous glint in his eyes. He literally jumped when Jan 
reached out and laid his hand on Bruce's hip. 

"Wh..Wha.....?" Bruce mentally cursed himself for being unable to speak coherently. 

"Ah, come on, mate." Jan's usual soft voice was even gentler than usual. "Do you think | haven't heard you? In 
the shower rooms, even in your bunk on the bus, moaning." His voice fell even further to a whisper as he 
placed his other hand on Bruce's other hip, "Moaning my name. Why didn't you tell me, Brucie?" 

"La" Bruce knew he was busted and he had to confess, "I thought you'd be angry. That you'd never speak to 
me again." 

Jan was shaking his head, his smile gentle as he stepped closer. "No. Never. You're too important to me. Always 
have been. | want you too, Brucie." He closed the distance between them and Bruce couldn't restrain himself 


any more, he reached out and seized Jan's waist. 


"Ah, God, | do want you Jan! | always have. Its torture to watch you out there, fucking your guitar. | want you 
to fuck me! | want to fuck youl" He pulled Jan to him, crushing his lips to the other man's, pushing him against 
the shower wall until he could feel Jan's heaving chest against his and the heat of him against his own 
erection 

| was thinking of you.," Jan gasped as Bruce's lips left his to hungrily trace down his jaw and nip at his 
shoulders, "when | was thrusting against my Strat, imagining you thrusting against me like that." 

Bruce let out an absolutely primal growl, spinning Jan around abruptly, capturing his wrists over his head as 
he ground himself against the guitarist, nudging the blonde's legs apart with his knee. Squeezing a bit of hair 
conditioner in his palm he spread it between Jan's cheeks. Jan was gasping, writhing back against him and with 
almost no preparation Bruce suddenly thrust himself inside. Jan howled but eagerly met the forceful lunges, 
wanting it every bit as badly as Bruce. It was fast and furious, culminating with them both crying out, nearly 
screaming as they reached their climax almost simultaneously. 


Bruce collapsed against his friend's back, completely spent. A minute or two passed before either of them 
moved, then Jan turned to meet the warm brown eyes of the singer. 

"l'm surprised no one heard us and came in here to investigate." Bruce managed to say. 

Jan smiled. "I locked the outside door before coming over here." 

"Then we had better get dressed and unlock it" Bruce grinned. They did so and were relieved to find that, as of 
yet, none of the others had come for their shower. Walking back to the dressing room area Bruce grasped 
Jan's arm and turned him to face him. 

"That," he gestured back in the direction of the showers, "was just the beginning, you know. When | get you 
back to the hotel we're going to do it again, and do it right!" 


Jan gave a smile. "Good!" 


